An adventure of Jean-Frangois.

The maquis region where Jean-Frangois is working is
far from a good-sized town where he often goes for pro1!
liaisons, false papers, etc. He has gone too often, I suppose,
\vas arrested there by the French police as he got off 'die train?

From his brief experience in the reconnaissance corps Jean-
Frangois has kept a taste for hand-grenades, of which he had three
in his suitcase. As his two captors and he were making their way
with the crowd of passengers through the narrow station exit,
Jean-Frangois was able to open the lock of his suitcase and dump
the contents on the ground. In picking them up again he managed
to slip the grenades into his pockets. While he was being taken
to the Commissariat he sfooped down twice to tie his shoe-laces.
The grenades were left in the gutter.

The police then grew a little suspicious of his movements and
handcuffed him.

"Take those off for a moment so that he can sign his deposition,"
said the commissaire when Jean-Frangois was brought before him.
Hardly "were the handcuffs off when Jean-Frangois3 two arms shot
out and struck the officers on each side. They managed to seize
him as they fell, but he shook them off, pushed the commissaire
away and ran for the door of the police station. A priest was just
entering at this moment.

"Stop thief, stop thief!" yelled the two policemen who had
started after Jean-Frangois. The priest blocked the doorway.

"Gaullist! Gaullistl . . ." cried Jean-Frangois.

The priest let him pass and immediately barred the way for
the two officers. They rolled all together on the doorstep. While
the officers were extricating themselves from the priest's cassock
Jean-Frangois turned down one street, then another and still
another and was at last out of reach.

But for how long? They had his description. His jacket had
been torn in the struggle. By going to the home of any of the
people he knew he ran the danger *of putting the police on the
track of the whole local organisation. He must leave town as
quickly as possible. But the station was more closely watched than
any other spot. Jean-Frangois decided to leave on foot, but first he
had to change his appearance. He went into a barber's shop that
was empty and called for the owner, who came shuffling out of
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